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THE SIXTH MAJOR MOVE 


The "feeling" has overtaken me again. 

I don't want to sleep. 

Through the mist and on the green grass 
I can see death waiting. 

I'm already killing myself 
Slowly and effectively. 

Every breath and drink. 

Every time the bottle touches my mouth 
It pulls life from me. 

And death waits. 

If I had a heart it would be black. 

If I had feelings they would be hate. 

This is the sixth major move. 

Still unhappy in my longing. 

The deterioration of a man's mind. 

Once documented, forgotten forever. 

The sixth major move. 

Through the mist and on the green grass 
I can see death waiting. 

This soul being is a reflection of my 
Tnnerself staring back at me. 

A reminder of an earlier time 
But still, not a happy one. 

I wish the world would go away and 
Leave me as I wish to be. 

A monosoul. 

What I want I can never have. 

The "feeling" has got its grip on me. 

The deterioration of a man's mind. 

The sixth major move. 

A sign. A revelation of what's to come. 

I know not one time but "they" will perish. 
I can't move away from my soul. 

Nor my innerself standing 

Through the mist and on the green grass. 

The sixth major move being a monosoul and 
A reflection of the spirits I have taken. 


(Written July 20th, 1994 C. 1994 JeJoVi) 


"EINZELHAFT" 


Without true love 
I have no inspirations 
No soul and no being 
All is lost 
I need not life 

It wasn't seen until too late 
Promises broken as are hearts 
My truly lost angel 
Is the one and only 

Words and actions can be forgotten 
True love burns a heart and soul 
Forever 

Never will I love another 
I will not forget this time nor feeling 
I can grow 

A new start and a new day 
In distrust and fear has been found 
It will be kept and treasured 
For an eternity 

Today I feel only sorrow 
My love will remain 
In life, death and time 


(Written August 4th, 1994 C. 1994 JeJoVi) 


"TONIGHT 


I will desecrate our shrine. 

The sky is raining blood 
And souls are present as 
I once again await the 
Return of my beloved. 

I know not where she departs. 
Nor, when we'll share our 
Loneliness again. 

Enter my thoughts, my love. 
Again, you will find my 
Insanity dwelling against 
My goodness. 

Tonight I am waiting. 
Alone, as I feel I will 
Remain an eternity. 

I have lost the final 
Angel by my own deeds and 
Will pay for my sins 
With my own demise. 

The prophesy has been fulfilled. 

I have now overcome 
Reality and have an impregnable 
Feeling of hate. 

I have not forgot the 
Feeling nor the enfolding 
Of our worlds. 

I will live out my days 
In persecution. 

I wait, but feel I've 
Forever lost at all I 
Hope to conquer. 

I will desecrate our shrine. 


(Written April 23rd, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


SIX DEAD ROSES 


Gazing into her eyes 
Eminence sparkling like the dew 
On our wedding bouquet in nervous arms 

"Evermore" she whispers 

Love, like sentiment and roses 
Without nurturing have passing 
Deep Beneath 
Lies the lethal thorns to 
Bring forth blood and despair 

Our babies no longer have breath nor life 

The flowers are now brittle and dusty 
All duration lost from our 
Once ravishing arrangement and lives 

"Nevermore!" she screams 

Trampled underfoot I can 
No longer look into my spouse's 
Features for her presence is no longer 
Known to me 

Our carcasses hang upon the 
Cold, barren wall as a reminder 
Of what used to be. 


(Written July 7th, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


THE THIRD ANGEL 


The third angel? 

A broken pact to 
Myself Allowed 
Sent from someplace 
Between two destinies 
Wings of both golden feathers 
And stretched, torn flesh 
Your forked tongue burns my 
Heart eternally 

This day I have many desires 
I wish you to have no 
Sight for protection against 
The evils of this entity 

I ache for you to 
Be unborn 

The sins of souls previous 
Infect my mind and disfigure 

To know your touch and 
Knowledge 

I long for the painful 
Life you've allowed 

Perhaps soon 

I shall know you as well 
Still, I dwell in the holy 
Flames that have impaled me 
Throughout this existence 
For again, I feel I may 
Lose another to the 
Darkest side of light 
Upon transpiration 

I love you 


(Written October 24th, 1995 C. 1995 JeJovi) 


"THE LONG WAY HOME" 


Eyes splitting. 

Gazing up at the stars from the 
Wet, desolate embankment. 

The hitchhiker has awoken. 

Shaking off the bits of grass and ice 
He rubs his head and ignores his hunger. 

Limping through the reflective frost and 
Sinister darkness he descends onto the 
Edge of the interstate. 

The lone traveler begins leveling his thumb 
Into the mystic dimness. 

A bellowing vehicle screams by 
Much like a sinful minion. 

He notices his life breath caught in a web 

Of headlights and the air's core. 

So few cars this time of morning. 

He wonders why he has been discarded 
Miles from any civility. 

Standing on the hignway his only 
Consolation are the infrequent headlights that 
Slice the blackness like a frigid razor blade. 

Shivering, he lights the last cigarette butt 

He gathered in the last town. 

The scream of the coyotes cause 
Him to shift nervously. 

Crouching in the shadows he waits 

For the next prospect and to rest his form. 


The frigid drizzle awoke him 
To the sound of the morning birds. 

Blackness was now overtaken by a 
Pristine orange and blue fluorescence. 

The expressway was unobstructed and 
His possibilities better. 

A frozen thumb declares his position. 
An immense provision truck's brakes 
Shrieked as they paused 
Like a wild creature. 

It’s warm inside (me). 

Care to taste? 

Why not? He thinks as he 
Senses his brain and standing crack and 
Burst into the early morning atmosphere. 


(Written November 8th, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


"LEER AND THE BLACK 


When she walked out his 

Inspirations Returned. 

The will to live. 

Will to feel. 

To write. 

Openly. Again. 

Afterwards, 

Leer went to the mirror and could 
See himself fitted with 
A crown 

Of renewal and newfound 
Clarity. 

Sorrow was over Finally. 

No longer blind. Open. 

The door's slam echoed in his head and 
Her words Not heard. 

It helped. 

Left alone, Leer welcomed it. 

She lived and spoke of lies. 

For him. She changed. 

Currency were her gods. 

And her reasons The lack of. 

Summing up He cai. give thanks. 

He will wait no more. 

Now, Her calling is to return. 

Never! 

Life has been found again. 

He will not pay for her sins. Anew. 

Her soul ruined by the blackness in men. 
"Farewell, my partner-my destruction. 
Forever. Farewell. 

Thank you for allowing me to live 
Once More." 


(Completed Nov. 14th, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


I 


CEDAR CITY-A RETURN TO 1988" 


I have arrived. It's been a long ride. 

The crisp air and snow-capped mountains reflect the sun. 

The wait is over. I've returned. 

This small town is not my home but of my brother's. And her. 

The smell is of the holidays. I feel small. 

Walking through town I stop at a curio shop to see the music. 

The floors are wood and the store smells of cedar (city). 

I browse among the shelves and find only the presence of others. 

(The music was always in my head) 

The windows and mirrors reflect only the wooden Indian's gaze. 

I step out into the cold and dull light. Walking uphill. 


I meet her. 

Twelve wasted years? 


Today I hear of dead milkmen in town. 


"Let's bring them all in-let me in!" 

The story of my life. 


(I liked that). 


Leaving was sad. 
Innocently. 


I looked into her eyes and kissed her. 

"Good-bye." 

(At the time, I did not know it was forever). A trout. 

It was time to return to the evils of the world and move away 
From a better life. My life has only changed in knowing. 

Forever, But still not for better. 

I return only to find myself lost in time. Longing. 


(Completed November 16th, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


"THE TRANQUIL LAMENT" 

Xa v i er awoke To the tranquil lament. 

Rising slowly into the lifeless darkness he moved. 

Drawn by intensity, he followed crimson 
Blossoms out of his abode. 

Through the sullen black he approached the midst of 
The woods. 

Consumed by the spider web-like fog And pulled 

Slowly, deliberately through the forests he heard 
the breathing of the trees and the passive laughter 

That whispered his name. 
The foliage was engulfed with a secret evil. 

The spirits Were all departed. 

Hot, humid air filled his lungs and sweat burned his 
Eyes and conscience. 

He had arrived. a metropolis of standing stone 

And epitaphs. The grass was wet with dew and vapor. 

As he followed He heard stories of the dead. 

Xavier knew their faces and isolation. 

A sinister chill shattered the mist as his image 

Approached. 

Seeming alive. Eyes black and cold. Speaking, 

Words were enough His likeness departed once more. 

A new clarity was bestowed upon him. 

The petals were his own blood and vitality. 

His sweat, tears. 

Xavier slept upon his reflection's grave. 
The only comfort allowed him. 

The gathering of the flowers 
Found him Still, naked and unborn. 


(Completed December 19, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi ) 


"VILE SELF-DISCOVERY" 

Reflecting, it was a muse. 

Perhaps, the words enfolding into a crucial, unique sense. 
A lone seed planted randomly at an interval 

Has manifested. 

Fast nights gazing at stars in the sky and those fallen 

At our feet. Alluring lights (those that slaughter 
New talent). Immense, white letters that pierce the 

Mountainside (within its confines to elude another 

Descent). The brotherhood of duplicates. 

Shattering glass down the steps of both knowledge and 
Destruction. Stormy evenings and musical whispers. 

Spirits overcame me and forced me to humble myself in 

Petition and vomit. This district reveals another 

Shade of magnetism. One of unsilver isolation. Mirrors 
Display drinking babies in booths of arrest. Unthinking 

From excesses. Time is something to be done. Now, I 

Severe the last bond to which this sentiment I am 

Bound. Understanding this entity knows of its 
Perplex affluence, and through 

Solitude inspiration becomes creation. 


(Completed December 20, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


"QUARREL WITH AN ANGEL" 


Wait! 

This is poetical affluence? Three mad angels in restraint. 

I have recovered inspiration but captured theirs. 

I will sleep no longer. Nor truly live. 

How to hold something I never knew? 

How to stop And exist? 

I have broken the harlequin's mask and revealed my inner-self. 

But will the beast be of dislike? 

I hate therefore I am. All are impatient. 

But for what? 

It is I, the relic, on the other side of the mirror: 

Reflecting goodness and living in agony. 
I take the cleverness returning only despair. 

I am the departed: 

All life and purpose drained from within. 
My bones tell a story of detriment. 

My blood is venom. 

My soul, Dismal. 

It is this that is poetical affluence: 

Misery and seclusion. Longing for personal immortality. 

Lost. Forever. 

If my name is to sustain, 

Be it not solely by words, but blood. 


(Completed December 21, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


"YOURSELF, WITHIN ME" 

I am the meek, wrathful lone soul. 

Soundless in my being. 
It is I who has uncovered the 

Hidden truths within this carnal 
Existence. Seeing all. 

Women infected by fanatical, black 
Illusion. Disfigured like a 
Blind outcast. 

Kindness taken as lameness by 
Poor, sad Phantoms with no future. 

Young girls penetrated and scarred 
By the evil in men, only to 
Relish in accomplishment and 

Swallow vitality. 
Death is waiting at the playground. 

He is in the parks watching with 

A warlike stare only killing 
Goodwill. War is of man, taking 

Centuries of battles in streets 
Of unkindness. 

Our idols and models slaughter 

Their own families with words and 
Influence. Moral and decency 

Bleed from their gills and 
Writhe in fantastic agony. 

The youth is overtaken with 

New excesses. Unknowing. 
I have seen many marvels. 

Although I posses deep vision 
I, too, can no longer love. 


(Completed December 22, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


X-PSYCHOSIS EXPLOIT" 


ii 


My Mary, mother of God or spawn of Satan? 

What a puzzling recollection I have of you. 

I remember scarring the second screw. 

Enveloped within the asylum you fed my flesh and 
Upheld my companion. Every night I sat understanding 
That I had no control over this earth. 

When the door creaked, a beam of light from the 
Hall announced that you had arrived. 

You crept to me in the darkness, well-equipped. 

In the delirium and on county sheets 
I entered both you and a world of fear. Our 
Curled hair intertwined into clutching hands. 

My sweat covered us as we danced like cannibals in 
Moistened copulation. Your wanton breasts swayed like 
Trees in the moonlight as I fed on your firmness. 

Tongues mingling. Organs tingling. 

Your womanhood stinging. 

Deep inside you I explored new territory. 

I put forth my best feature for my supporter was 
Watching with scrutinizing attention. We moved in every 
Way known to us except outside the walls of this madhouse. 

Instantly you became everything to me: 

Demonic, teacher, enemy and bearer. 

The hatred we felt verified our sickness. 

Constriction caused me to lose myself inside you and 
Dementia. Far inside your fathomless cavity 
I sent my soul wandering. 

My friend mounted and I, in turn, beheld our cleverness. 

I was a great observer drained of my fluids. 

My mind raced and a newfound madness set forth. 

Upon completion you discovered captivity 
Inside enclosure. Paranoia lay strong. 

Lunacy prevailed. 

Later, your bleeding transcended relief and your 
Discomfort was my blessed release. 

My Mary, rival. Partner. My own demise. 

I will hate you an eternity 
For I am bound to you 
Endlessly. 


(Completed December 24, 1995 C. 1995 JeJoVi) 


i 


"GRASPING SELF-DESTRUCTION" 

Dawn's twilight is upon me. 

Darkness is my motivation. 

Soon, couples will awake unwashed sticking to their 
Nightclothes. 

Sipping coffee and yawning unsteady. 

I once again slip into the other side of mourning. 

Sleeping through another holiday. 

Another death. 
Today, I will weep for the passing 
Of the child I once was. 
Behind walls, barricaded from society. 

Alone and separated unfree. 

So few people got to see. 

What once was me. 

All charm is mediocrity. 

Today I will sit at conformity's table. 

As others receive gifts, 
I will breed seclusion. 
While others live in stories told, 
I've no recollections. 

I will tire and drowse for 
I am a monosoul living superior to a 
Dying earth, bound by fences. 

Here they assemble 
As I crumble. 

My inner child has passed. Buried in soil. 
Inside the panels of our institutions. 
Slaying family pets. Serving. Labeled. 
Floating in haze within countless women's passion. 

Dwelling in the darkest blackness. 

My pride is the prisoner 

Behind civility's dividers doing time 

By my measure. 

Seeking revenge. 

Saint dad has come for you. And you. 

Always existing desolate. 

Always hating. 

Being. 

I can never recapture my childlike innocence 

Because I fade internally. 


(Completed December 26, 1995 C. 1996 Je JoVi ) 


"TO MY WIFE WHO INSPIRES ME" 

I can still recall so dearly 
When you came into my life. 

We always spoke sincerely 
Now I'm glad you are my wife. 

In the beginning it seemed a chore 
We argued constantly. 

That's what God sent you here for 
You've opened my eyes to see. 

No words can describe the pleasure 
Each day I am around you, 

Your loving I really treasure 
My feelings always true. 

I know you are my motivation 
New words I can set down, 
You've become my inspiration 
The angel at last I've found. 

I'd never lie or cause you pain 
Your hurt, as well, cuts me, 

I hope you'll also feel the same 
As time will let us see. 

You are my special "Nikki-bear" 
You're such a gentle dove, 
You've took away all my fear 
And showed me how to love. 

This note is just to let you know 
That you mean so much to me, 

I hope that you will let me show 
I can love you eternally. 


(Completed December 28, 1995 C. 1996 Je JoVi ) 


"DREAM OF THE SEPARATED" 

Oswalt remembered and lived the dream as clearly as the night 
He conceived it. 

Through the clouds he was driving towards another state. 

(Whether it was of country or awareness he could not recall). 
Towards her that was separated. 

The calling was that of a lustful demon 

The vision tugged at his mind and screamed of condemnation. 
Speeding through the twilight and the blurry exterior. 

He had arrived. 

A big house that carried him inside with a great mist. 

Though he had never been here before, 

It bore a simple familiarity 

He spoke to many spirits, but none he knew. 

She was in the parlor ignoring him. 

When they had all departed, the slow, evil music began. 

She approached cautiously. Looking as familiar as the day he 
Had married her. They spoke like cronies, 

Secure within their own questioning 

She undressed slowly, melodically in an enticing lust dance. 

Her womanhood was screaming candied malady. 

Her stretch marks deserted, body engulfed with a new firmness. 
Although enthralled, he knew she had been ravaged. 

She belonged to the wicked black, shaved and stripped of vanity. 

Oswalt kissed her cheek and left. Forever 

Instantly he was transported to a silent, yellow field. 

The tall grass bled from the summer heat. 

Within the womb of this field he was able to reflect back. 

Seeing their meeting and the blindness he had forced. 

Further, his leaving and the nervousness he had felt. 

More, his capture and the isolation of the stockades 

Distantly, his birth and the coldness that had begun. 

He soon fell to his knees and began weeping in gentle sorrow. 

His tears nourishing the grain and soil of his losses. 

From the heavens an angel descended. Red hair flowing between 
Golden wings. The new (true) love. 

She picked up his aching body and took him to his shelter 

That night Oswalt awoke with burning sweat on his brow 

And within the relief of angels' arms 


(Completed December 30, 1995 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"HATE IN HAZE" 


Upon the porch 
Staring into absorption 

Your pictures burning 
Wild-eyed and parched with 

Drunkenness 
Gray ash smoking into 

Oblivion 

Fragments of our past 

Blowing in the night air 
Your face bubbling into deformity 
While the prints kindle 
I hear your scream 

From long ago 
Dead angel-wife in flames 
You vowed love endlessly 
You promised you would stay forever 


You lied. 


(Completed January 11, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi ) 


I 


"ELEGY FOR UNCLE TWEEZERS" 

Today I'll put you beneath this earth, 

Being truly deceased in my eyes and blackened heart. 

On this day, your mindlessness will discontinue, 

Having lost your last chance at any civility. 

Mentally, I kill you. 

Aware this act will tear my parents, 

I will entomb you someplace in my mind. 

Your crypt is between wallflowers and raving verse. 

Brother on fire, you're not worth capture, therefore 
Mentally, I kill you. 

Fully understand my reasons: 

You will never know the substance that I have viewed. 

The philosophy I possess, nor the immortality I've achieved 
I refuse to return to the seclusion of black stockades 
Mentally, I kill you. 

Never again will you prejudge me. 

Never again will your shadow sicken me. 

My hatred has multiplied for your strange inspiration, 

Your sad opinions will fall upon deaf ears eternally. 
Mentally, I kill you. 

Dead sibling, leave my mind. 

Return now to your adolescent harlot. Scarred wife. 

You will never convert a fallen child into a homemaker. 

Drink vitality and viruses of those that eject further 
Mentally, I kill you. 

Return to your come-by-chance offspring. 

Understand that this gift is yours because 

It too, is unwanted as you were many years ago. 

I've forgotten your plastic so-called family unit. 
Mentally, I kill you. 

You are dead. 


(Completed February 24, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi ) 


SOUTHERN FARM, 1926 


That nightmare pierced the old man's 
Memory with intense sympathy. 

He was ten. 

November, 1926. 

A vision: 

Confined within the pasture, the 
Scarecrow nailed to a sapwood 
Cross like Jesus swallowed by corn. 
Rain poured malice and moistened the 
Huge, southern farm. 

Came evening and left alone. 
Spiritual darkness. 

He beheld a sight that 
Haunts him today on his 
Bed of mortality. 

Moon and downpour intertwined and 
Drenched the decoy's straw face. 
(The aging man still swears of tears). 
Why was the scarecrow crying? 

For the death of the land? 
Forthcoming: An earth bound by 
Fences and choking on excesses. 

For the farmer who was slowly 
Withering away like the 
Vines around a battered barn? 

For mass-produced vegetables? 
Painted pretty. 

Lost dignity? 

For the township? 

Crawling towards him as a crippled 
Snail to kill the crops. 

Dreaming, for all these reasons. 

Mostly for the people 
Buried beneath that cold pasture. 

And his grandfather's 
Reasons above. 


(Completed February 27, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"A NIGHT IN CHAOS" 

(Farewell to the tippler) 

That night, I poisoned myself. 

Sweet dreams of higher learning while 
Floating in smog. 

We spoke: Of the revelations. 

Of pride and sorrow. Drinking myself into 
Streams of perception. 

The family pet chose the views of the day. 

That was to be the last time I spoke to the spirits. 

Feeling my face, But thinking of nothing. 

Eyes burning. Blur. Slept in suffering. 
Morning, hope in the mailbox. 

My head was In the clouds. 

He said, "There is no moderation." 

Living, true as it was. 


(Completed March 1, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"FINAL BATTLE WITH THE SILVER MOON" 

I was in night club hell. 

Our city's vampires had assembled at this masquerade. 

Alone during 
A twilight of fetish. 

Effective mist revealed business demons 
Swaying 

In folkloristic ecstasy and rhythm. 

Only I knew their faces. 

Stories . 

Wants and desires. 

Again, I re-discovered 
That the moon, was indeed, my enemy. 

As it ceaselessly continues. 

I no longer 
Belong to the night. 

Having found love. 

I left that place. 

Returning 

To where I always belonged: 

Home . 


(Completed April 5, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi ) 


"BENEDICTION OF LOST SOULS" 

(Atlanta, Georgia 1996) 

Everyday Ulysses watched them; 

Slaves of the city struggling in 
Battles of commute. 

Absent of both mind and morals. 

He asked, "Who is the queen-tramp with 
Power to line dirty streets with people 
Racing within an insane ant trail?" 

Hustle. Bustle. Dollar. (Money). 

These were driveways and freeways of lost families. 

Only colored lights and faded pavement lines 
Direct servants to their workplace pits. 
White-collar zombies in restriction. 

Bound by finance. 

He wanted out (to return to innocence). 

Praying; 

"Dear God (of sorts), 

Allow me to regain my senses. 

No more plastic people or music. 

Fast food or fast women, 

Both can burst this black heart. 

If this body was created from earth, 

Will be returned to earth, 

Permit it to exist among the earth with nature. 

Expel the smoke and dust from these lungs. 

Strip this hair of its glues. 

Stop the ringing in these ears. 

Return me to a oneness with the forests. 

I wish to sleep beneath trees with my forefathers. 

Drink from cool streams and bathe in supple moonlight 
Forgive me. I have lost to the false idol dollar 

He was answered, 

"Those who do less-get more. 

Except in the forests. 

One may do as he wishes and is 
Slave only to his own convictions." 


(Completed April 12, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi ) 


"PRISONERS OF THE EARTH" 


What are the dead doing tonight? 

Some are sectioned together, 
(Crying in isolation) 

Under a scarlet red moon; 

Comfort only to themselves. 

Some converse among the living 
(Guiding us) 

Within our own razor-sharp suffering. 

Their ashes nurture the trees 
In the forests 

And whisper our names 

Above the peaceful breeze. 

Pieces of our once loved 
Exist floating 

Inside the indigo tinged ocean 

(Returning life). 

Are the departed truly alone? 

Or, only resting beneath 

The vault of this cold earth. 
Waiting (forever) 

In the spiritual void. 

Lonely and calling out to us. 
Could you hear? 

Would you listen 

To what the dead are doing tonight? 


(Completed May 19, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi ) 


CELTIC STOCKADES 


(A road angel in restraint) 

Here it was where Brigit was raised. 

Goddess of fire and poetry trapped behind 
Public fences. Hostage to a city 

Bathed in fire. Hating and living terms 

By her own scale. Reflecting, the outline 

Of her blue-tinted memories were not 
Justifiable, but well recalled for ages. 

Sulking within the confines of towering 

Stone and brick. Blocking all sunlight. 

Rivers of time past flowed around 
The perimeters mocking her. Brigit despised, 
And for this reason; existed. 

Vitality and destruction were in the racks. 

Great isolate prison. Black nights alone. 
Child goddess in a box, set free. 

I pity you because I am inside you. 


(Completed May 21, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"DEAR SUMMER IMPRISONED" 

Loneliness at the heart 
Of all his actions 
It was here where he felt 
Most inspired 
Alone inside a small 
Gray chamber 

The prisoner sits desolate 
A green-painted desk 
Peeling 

As his pencil meets paper 
The magic begins 
Soul pours into the lines 
His was the heart 
That beats 
Dismal 

Words intertwine 
Into new meanings 

*i hate. therefore t am” 

* Hue- tinted adult world* 

* society' a wall*" 

There 

Trapped he sits 
Quietly writing 
Unseen floating above him 
Visions appear 
* colorful AceneA of. warm 
AummerA at Aticky candy Ahop- i 
childhood memorieA 
of. family pet a and tripA 
taken away 
everything* 

Through the Plexiglas 
Windows they watch 
Enemy eyes peering 
Into amazement 
Soon 

The prisoner is to leave 
All he can take with him 
Are his words 
Years 

And hatred 


(Completed May 23, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"THE LAST RESORT" 

(Twisted child of April) 

Free beer (free death). 

Lost brain cells forever. 

2 weeks of: crying high 

In the back of a car. 

Murderous liquor at loud 


Dirt). Mornings of 

Night clubs (living in 

Longing (sleeping in fog). 

Dear wife, your words 

Like razor blades 

Cut my soul. I will always 


Love you. Never leave. 


(Completed May 25, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"THE LIZARD KING" 

(Jim Morrison, 1943 to 1971) 


Born to suffer in the american 
Night. You came unto the world 
A mad artist. Poet, musician & 
Filmmaker. Liquor among lives. 

II 

They never understood you did 
They? Your soul leaking unto 
Your work and notebooks. Empty 
Eyed. Leather-clad & whatever. 

III 

I still read your work. Love 
Your life. Son of destruction 
Who drew inspiration from the 
Strangest places & most hated. 

IV 

Genius, whose message was of 
Despair. Here it was: a life & 
Career in bottles, notebooks & 
Music. They slaughtered words. 


What of anthologies? Where is 
Your name? From Chaucer to now 
& anonymous to Ginsberg, the 
Pages of years. Where is Jim? 

VI 

Death in Paris. 27 years in a 
Struggle within, they buried 
You. Resting among the rest of 
This world's never-forgotten. 


VII 

Martyr of our art, you will be 
Forever. Your words live on & 
Comfort us. Death makes angels 
Of us all; the lines are true. 


(Completed May 27, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"LETTER TO DEAD LOVERS" 

(An elegy, of sorts) 

There were lots of things i 
Wanted to tell you. 

' i love, you" 

Was not one 
Of them. 

Even dead, i remember all 
Your names (all but 
A few), i hope 
You will 
Remember me. 

i am in you now more than 
i ever was when we 
Loved. My baby 
Never was. 

Rest. 


(Completed May 29, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi ) 


"JOURNEY THROUGH TIME" 

(For my only angel, Nikki) 

Ue. ioe.> le, f.niend4 in the hot, sticky Dn. Peppen 4 ummen, 

In our meeting, I loved you instantly. Your long curls 
Of fire twisted around my fingers. We sat up among the 

Nighttime madness and talked for hours. Your beautiful 
Voice protected me with calming sweetness. I was lost. 

You brought me back. 

Me. ioene loven.4 milc4 (.nom anyuhene. Alone in the dark 

Country night, we spoke of the future and ourselves. 
You held me until the wicked sun returned me to my pain. 

That night I changed your name (the first one). Asking 
You to share my life, nervous with myself. Thank the gods 

You agreed with me. 

Ue. wene mannied in the cold, N ovemlen. counthou 4 e 4 . 

Bound together by love and paperwork finding ourselves 
Again. We became one to the world with our rings. 

That day I changed your name (the last one). Knowing 
That I will love you from the grave and beyond 

You always had me. 


(Completed June 1, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"XAVIER'S DILEMMA" 
(The Tranquil Lament II) 


Xavier lied upon a plane of all-knowing hatred 

Bleeding, defeated, dented brow 

Before him swirled the souls of the dead past. 
Who ordered this misty-monotone ghost dance? 

Was it the gray, solemn grandfolk 

Sitting among attic rafters staring through 
Windows at the cold, rainy boughs of reasoning? 

Was it the wife-controlled father 
Mindlessly throwing blunt objects into black-mad 
Living quarters? Was it the controlling mother 

So negative trying to smother out 

Poetical voice and vision for fake icon money? 
Was it the brothers so different they alone were 
His own love and loathing for all 
One of true feelings, one of absolute ignorance? 
Or, could it simply be his own (maternal bestowed) 

Insanity that led to this addition 

Of repugnance and ego for all of this mankind? 


(Completed August 12, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


"TRANSPLANTING A TREE IN SPRING" 


1 . 

For a split second it came 
The vision of God's power 
Unearthed from your shallow grave 
Wilting alive and helpless 


2 . 

Twisted root veins and branches 
I stand above you knowing 
Your life hangs in the balance 
Easily I could slay you 

3. 

Chop you into small pieces 
Lick your bitter sap blood drops 
Smile with my killer's guilt axe 
I could let you live and grow 

4. 

Flourish in the blackened dirt 
Return fresh air from earth's fumes 
Just I can allow true life 
Trim and guide you carefully 


5. 

Deciding your destiny 
I replace you in the soil 
With my initials engraved 
To assure myself the choice 


(Completed August 15, 1996 C. 1996 JeJoVi) 


FOR AN EX 


All the red flowers 
That I never gave you 
I'll give to you today, 
Wrapped in dead ribbon 
And laid on your coffin 
To send your thoughts away. 

All the commitment 
That you never gave me 
I'll take from you today. 
Wrapped in a casket 
A whore in a basket 
Who's committed to the grave. 


(Completed August 20, 1996 0 1996 JeJoVi) 


AN ARRIVAL, 1979 


The alarm clock's buzzing 
Woke me at daybreak 
To the gloomy L. A. rainstorm. 
Raising 

I walked dreamlike 
Over cold, bare hardwood floors 
That returned the 
Soft, yellow parlor lamps. 

My mother stood outside 
Our french doors 
Within screaming wind 
Among the new born awakened. 


(Completed August 26, 1996 @ 1996 JeJoVi ) 


i 


FORTH SPECULATION 


As we became one 
I thought of the wall. 

Why? 

Because I've forgotten you; 

Mad demons restrained in my mind My soul consumed 

Thirty images frozen forever in time, 

Moments of intimacy lost. 


I remember; 

1 . 

Your figures and flesh tones 
Under and above me. 


2 . 

The taste of your sweat, 
The taste of your tongues. 

3. 

The capacity and warmth 
Deep inside of you. 


But your faces are All blurs to me now 

I only remember how I felt: 

Atcne. 


{Completed August 27, 1996 © 1996 JeJoVi) 


WITHIN A POD 


I’ve got one prospect of redemption. 

Spouse, teach me to love. 
Finding improbable concentration. 
Within my unconfined dreams I see; 
Forked crossroads. 

A speedy path to I lell and 
One less-taken route to greatness. 

Should hatred be wounded? 

Standing challenged, a choice of 
Harsh destiny; 

Living (for family). 

Feeling (for babies). 

One decisive chance to learn. 

I toss aside my corroded emotions. 
Resentment and seclusion. 

In my mind’s eye I see; 

My wife/lover/fricnd/partncr- 
Lost, 

Christmas, 

Camping and 
Crying. 


(Completed November 12, 1996© !996JeJoVi) 


Unborn child. 
We were both 
In prisons. 

You. in the 
Confines of 
The womb. My 
Jail being 
My life and 
Flesh but I 
Soon lost you. 
Wanting to 
Know your face. 
Already 
I loved you. 

You never 
Came to be. 

THE SACK 

(Elegy to an unborn child) 


(Completed November 25, 1996© 1996JeJoVi) 


I 


SEPARATION 


Sitting again waiting 
This time: loving everything 
God will guide me and my kindred 
And always chose me (us) 

Reach in your heart, wife 
Take my hand 
Close your eyes and 
I'll be behind you again 

I (really) love you... 

My angel is lost 
Without me 
She is waiting 
Alone 

Counting suns 
Watching clocks 
My love, do you 
Hear me? 

I'm calling from 
Deep within you 
We've always been 
Tonight, look at the moon 
Listen to the cold 
Know that I will 
Soon be in your arms. 

The last, red angel 
Set me free 

I didn't know at the start 
I pushed away the one I loved 
For numbness and blurs 
And crawled my way back home. 

At birth we were one soul 
Twisted together by life 
We found one another 
Our lives were complete 
We fit as one 
Forever bound by love. 


(Completed December 29, 1996 c 1997 JeJoVi) 


i 


DREAM 


Rabid desert coyotes 


Under the star's light 


To the man waiting 


Away from sorrow 


We depart 


Scorched 


(Completed January 3 


Tossed and turning 


We wrestle the wind 


To take us underground 


Together alone 


To the land that's 


1997 c 1997 JeJoVi) 


SOMETIMES I WONDER 


Sometimes I wonder 

Looking at my hands 

Scarred, bruised and callused 

If my grandfather would've 

Hired me. He employed by 

Touch and his words were binding. 

Would he ever have 

Known that by these 

Tired hands flowed countless 

Writings? 

Could he see me as 
I see myself 

Wrapped within a poetical 
World? A beautiful place 
In a honeysuckle dream 
Among the leaders of our 
Craft, famous only after death. 

I know he's there with the Word made flesh 
The past masters 
And he approves. 


(Completed July 12, 1997 c 1997 JeJoVi) 


POETRY ON THE DOWNSIDE 


I. 

With owed respect to the former leaders, 

To those whose works spark passion with 
Words: 

Isn't poetry (like all art) 

Supposed to spring from the interiors of our 

Souls? 

II. 

Words of our lives, 

Music of our person. 

There is too much ill will among us. 
Where are the new voices? 

Truly not among the pages of time. 

III. 

Old styles. 

Like birdhouses 
Are nice. 

I want to hear the new words. 

Forms . 


(Completed September 15, 1997 c 1997 JeJoVi ) 


XAVIER’S SECOND DILEMMA 

(The coming of angels) 

She seemed to Xavier as an early-morning goddess. 
The Angel united his mind, blood and spirit of being. 
Broken pieces gathered for their new conditioning 
As they spoke of the gods, the past and the words. 

He was silent as she spoke his thoughts aloud to all. 
The hum of the industry and air of the city screamed. 
Afresh, he dreamed of being inside her mind and soul. 
This was to come to pass within sad, crucial hours. 

As her entered her she spoke his name in a slit cry. 
When they sweat as one their bodies became w hole. 
Xavier’s spirit passed deep and wandered aimlessly. 
They both wondered if the gods were watching them. 

The fan announced its breeze to their two wet bodies. 
Their minds were tw'istcd as the docile listened again. 
Mad smoke and aroma lifted the occasion to the world. 
Angelic love, soundless in its own rights, turns eyes. 

Awaking, Xavier turns to gaze at this conquest, 
This was to begin the great adventure and travels. 

So many questions and places to explore in the mists. 
Rising to the day, she calls from his painful dreams. 

In the parting, speaking of their perfect souls bound. 
She wondered if he would ever return to this chamber. 
The pull of the events were diverse for this broken man. 
He returns to her with a newfound clarity for their lives. 


(Completed June 09. 1998 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


RED ANGEL OF DEATH 

(Cast into the lifeless desert ) 


Enter now, poetical prophet. 

Into the city of sins. 

Once more, the red angel 
Of death has her revenge. 
Transformation of twisted 
Words. Her tongue has 
Forked, her feet: cloven. 

Once holder of realities. 

Your choices arc made. 

She returns to past sins; 

Infection welcomed, you 
Open your abode to a 
Colony of liars. 

Light silenced, you 
Open your legs to a 
Collection of cowards. 

It is here Xavier returns 
Into the city of sins. 

Being cast aside. The 
Keeper of the key 
Continues to work in truth. 

There arc two now seeking 
A third in longing. 

Rabid wolves’ metropolis of 

False money gods and 

Plastic w hores of soiled 

Babel. Her confusion has 

Both consumed and cost the keeper. 

Never again; 

Xavier must learn to truly love 
Or he will die and return. 

Success in trust and trying. 

Red angel of death. 

You have hidden all words. 

Become demonic, 

Turned from God. 

You hurt me no more. 


(Completed September 15, 1998 © 1998 JeJoVi) 


I 


Till- DAWN OF EVOL 


Xavier was almost in evil in the 
Midst of the congregation. 

Fuzzy, warm lights interwoven 
With acidic firewater taste. 

He was alone and brooding at 
The early-morning meat market. 
Who was it to be then? 

What false prophet to release? 

A whore who quickly glanced 
Upon the divine to reject it? 

Or a drag who soulfully spoke 
Of clean decades with longing? 

Herbs of the gods induced a 
Safe brain slumber state. 
Unfamiliar grins were irreversible. 
Next time he swore, rueful. 


(Completed September 18, 1998 ©1998 JeJoVi) 


FOR AN EX, PART II 

(The queen of lies) 


Warrior, be forewarned about 
The queen of lies. 

He exiled himself far from her ways. 

The yoke was vanquished for pure purpose. 

Her dwelling is the way to Shcol. 
Descending to inner quarters of death. 
Charred, twisted tissue stretched 
Over spinning slabs of folly. 

The lips of this strange woman 
Suck both souls and blood. 

Her house sinks unto spiritual slaughter. 
She walks with the slain and past fallen. 

She snares with economics and 
Murders by arching the Law s of God. 

There is no escaping her house of sin. 
Darkness lies in wait behind her door. 

Warrior, be forewarned about 
The modern bride of Cain, 

Light can never endure within 
The bosom of a harlot-scarred w ife. 


(Completed September 20, 1998 © 1998 JeJoVi) 


RE-WORKING OF PAST INSPIRATIONS 

(Ode to Oderus) 

Fumbling bumpkin with a demon's smile, 

I find you as false as plastic whores of the 
Babylon that you so desire and welcome. 

I wish you the same pain you have inflicted. 

Within your scarlet lies and drug induced scene, 

I pray you find a lonesome death inside those 
Revolving clouds of rape that circle your eyes. 

Your fake smile brings anguish to those near. 

Can you live forever knowing of the souls you’ve 
Ruined with your bellowing of the homosexual 
Warrior’s sigh of lost sugar screaming dreams? 

Understand that what you portray is who you are. 

Eternity’s fuck-thing and smoldering queer machine. 

Scrumptious honeys should be the evening’s luxury. 

Which ones will get passed by for your choice of men? 

The enigma resides within your head for infinity. 


(Completed September 21, 1998© 1998JcJoVi) 


SACRIFICE TO THE ANCIENTS 


In a honeyed mass of swirling lost loves. 
How can I redeem this truth and mate? 

Taking these past efforts and worries 
I place them upon an altar of Plasticine. 

Morning sun reflects gray smoke bellows 
As screams from the past arc muted. 

This one partner, my equal and mirror. 
Deserves more then the dripping monsters. 

They wallow in dunghills of substance 
Yet what is the difference in my being? 

This savage, the darker more creative half. 
Must be buried in the earth's blackest core. 

This way, the soul consummation can begin 
Plus pure growth of what I desire can start. 


(Completed September 22, 1998 © 1998 JcJoVi) 


HIGHWAY MADNESS, 1998 


Moving (again) to Richmond. Inside eight hours of deep thought 
About morals and hazy wants. Coldness and dark air tugs Xavier. 
Frequent stops for caffeine fuel and simple house lights offer ideas; 

Bom of the ancients, continual stress rips open his eyes and mind. 
This snowy wagon of movement sways the rhythm of many paths. 
Countless seconds of impossible spurs and lost poetical writings. 

Sword of the Israelites in cargo and words of the prophets abound. 
These truths must be taught as his forefathers had spoke before him. 
His buggy draws to a stop and the madman steps into the silent air. 

Raising his hands in servitude, Xavier receives his blessing of ideas. 
Knowledge of his destiny is unspoken until the proper time appointed. 
The sharp blackness proved once again that he was again utterly alone. 

Arriving at the oft-used meeting place as he had several times lie fore. 
His carbon-copied lover greets him with a kiss of pureness and want. 
In their joining, the puzzle is solved for days and the game is frozen. 


(Completed September 27, 1998 © 1998 JeJoVi) 


FALSE ANGELS AND WIFE-DEMONS 
(Candid letter. Part I) 


Bound in excesses. 
Countless angels 
Were fallen. 

Were they ever good? 


Cloven-footed demons 
Spoke untruths and 
Lied with the past. 

2 . 

Within their safety, 
A womb was found. 
Sorrow followed. 


3. 

Never angels white 
But years of pain. 
Lost and returning; 


Never again! Helplessness 
Depends on will. 

False angels 
Appear as sweetness. 


(Completed February 15, 1999© 1999JeJoVi) 


FOG-INDUCED DREAM OK THE EI.DERS 


Dreaming of many elders enslaved. 
Woke the Israelite in Babel. 
Foggy evening found the assembly 
Woven within the nucleus of speech. 

Here sat Xavier among the forgotten: 
Disregarded family and flames. 
Spirits turned from the most high. 
Past sins that sickened him anew. 

The healing herbs had redirected. 
Pointing away from the visions. 
War commenced among them. 
Solely overcoming in the wake. 


(Completed February 15, 1999© 1999JeJoVi) 


JOT 


Spark of lust 
Only time can kill 
Situations slaughter 
Flames gotten used to 

Womb of familiarity 
You have lost interest 
Time changes nothing 
Forever denied 

Glass woman mad 
Shattered pieces 
Death at either side 
Choose again 

Lies of intentions 
Distance changed nothing 
I have lost all 
Will to live 


(Completed May 20, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


CONVERSATION WITH GOD, I’ART I 

(What is this?) 


What magic is this? 

Tapping into a vein of creativity. 
Works springing from my hands. 
Jumping from my mind onto the pages! 

Magic? In wluit sense of the word? 

What curse is this? 

Frantically trying to seek refuge. 
Homage within the printed page. 
Sharing my madness with the masses! 

Curse? It is in your bloodline, son. 

What being is this? 

Severely looking for asylum, 
Misunderstood by the world, 

There is the flame of the truly alive! 

Being? The time is not yet appointed. 


(Completed May 24, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


THE SCULPTOR 


They met in a magical morning haze, 

A bond of chains pulled them together. 
They were as one within words, 

Identical with tastes, likes and desires. 

The sculptor gave up his security. 

Granite gave way to the artist's image. 

At least, the two believed, we are one. 
We have each other forever. 

The sculptor tries to perfect upon. 
Chipping, tearing, smoothing and filling. 
Granite became a wall surrounded. 
Fragments of the mistakes lay bare. 

The sculptor had made his own mistakes. 
Mis work was in vain and worsened. 
Granite no longer loved him. 

Promises are what kept them together. 

Both have lost the will to live. 

Are they better in having known? 
Perhaps some pieces were salvageable. 
The sculptor waited for death. 

The art was perfect in the beginning. 

He tore open a beautiful image. 

Wishing to go back to the start. 

Knowing that he never could. 


(Completed May 24, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


SNOW-BUM) IN ROANOKE 

(I hate therefore I am, partless) 

Night engulfed in paranoia 
Vulnerable to the world 
Roller-coaster of emotion 

It had begun in innocence 
Very slow and vengeful 
Making way by walking 

Eve had found my shell 
Popcorn land of foliage 
1 seek revenge for trickery 

In this cornucopia of hate 
Unable and dying I make it 
Never again to want this evil 


(Completed May 25, 1999 © 1999 JcJoVi) 


I CARRY ON, ALONE IN THOUGHT 

(Nights working numb) 

Taking out the trash again: 

Forever forgotten pieces of life. 
Words and works to be buried 
Within the bosom of this earth. 

Old friends (or foes) around: 

Every night 1 return to this. 

Gossip and back-biting ruining 
My will to smile and be. 

Nicotine and caffeine inside: 

I draw my strength from excess. 
Smoke and liquids pumping 
Through my earth-body veins. 

Ancient herbs to strengthen: 
Something is in the dew tonight. 
Drawing courage from my bowl 
I carry on, alone in thought. 

Drinking the spirits alone; 

My belter half lies in wail. 

We dcstruct together inside a 
Passion play of memories. 


(Completed May 26, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


I 


FALSE THOUGHT OF ACTIONS UNDONE 

(Xavier's Dilemma. Part V) 

Madness consumed Xavier once again. 

False thought of actions undone. 

Twisted memories intertwining anew. 

Again he found comfort within the words. 

Infant of confusion and Babylon, 

Unlearn wluit you've been taught. 

I have sent you a soul mate. 

Trust and honor her as yourself. 

This time, simpler phrases surfaced. 

Be it lack of will or mind deterioration. 

Loss of knowledge or laziness. 

The words gushed out with case. 

Speak from the heart to the people. 

This is what the kinsfolk retain from you. 

I have sent the perfect herb for your use, 

Use it to test the spirits and listen. 

He pondered upon the visions; 

I low many works have been lost. 

What was read, was it remembered? 

Was immortality achieved? 

Poetical prophet, your deeds are later. 

Worry not for the things of this earth. 

The calming words were always yours. 

You are chosen, thus immortal. 

A thin, gold band of dedication; 

Repellent to rubber whores. 

Pride of his yet short-lived life. 

Left finger set-aside for a sad angel. 

This circle is perfect in my eyes. 

Resist the snares of the ungodly. 

Do the works of your father. 

Cease from worry , love will follow. 


(Completed May 27, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


i 


BOREDOM, I AM 

(The poetic ramblings of Mouse) 


Boredom. 

The essence of my being. 
Decades of loneliness; 

Friend pull me to Hell. 

Thoughts destroy. 

Refuge; 

I seek you in madness. 

Desire you in pain. 

Find you in fake serenity. 

I am nothing. 

I low many angels have I slain? 
How many plastic people killed? 
How many lives I’ve destroyed? 
For what known purpose? 

This one is sent for what? 
Another test, another trial. 

She welcomes what I despise. 

I am nothing. 

Mad. sad sheep of trend. 

Your time has expired. 

Time to account for all. 

Your choices were in vain. 

Countless mad evenings; 
Continual chaos. 

Never-ending confusion, 

I am alone. 


(Completed May 28, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


THE FINAL RELATIONSHIP PROMPTLY ENDING 

(Fragments, Scraps and Pieces) 

I lay drunk in the perfect pieces. 

I remember your promises made. 

I absorb the numbing liquor fast. 

I beg to return to any innocence. 

I wish you here back then again. 

What’s left of the love we knew? 

Fragments, scraps and pieces. 

1 am broken, I am alone, I ask: 

Whatever became of our love? 

You were the closet to perfect. 

Whatever happened to you and I? 

Sweetest thing I’ve ever known. 

Who or what did you become? 

You were always best without me. 

Will you remember me forever? 


(Completed May 29, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


GODOFNKW MEXICO 


Where does one go when wishing? 
A veiled place hid inside dreams? 
Or a field of azure and longing? 

1 return to an orange-tinted morn 
Driv ing a green transport of dreams 
Uplifted and engulfed in ambience 

Red formations of mighty stone 
Cold, razor-sharp air of dawn 
Model of laziness and boredom along 

I stop amongst the creations of God 
Drawing my friend of wood and resin 
Inhaling the finest herb of nature 

i am able to return 
Once again 


(Completed June 11, 1999 © 1999 JeJoVi) 


DAYS INTHKSHK-COI) 

(Verse and Combustion) 

Around the interior of her moist, glistening 
(And dawn-tinted) genitalia. Xavier found tension. 

He nevertheless yearned for her at times. 

Lamenting in isolation during the forlorn nights, 

"Whatever became of you, my attachment?” 

The hollow eyed mercenary reminisced, 

In a forbidden locale, they tediously researched one another. 
The perspiration of their bodies coated them. Her fair 
Hairsprings helped to veil his stem in her peppery confines. 
The dampness was unlike anything he had known. 

That day the bleached goddess remarked, 

"You are my initial lover. 

Hence I shall bear your progeny within my 
Womb and memory without end. 

My meager sanguine is a declaration of our significance. 

We are bound mutually now.” 

She then went out to uncover mother earth. 

Vanishing in exquisite domains of aromatic leaves. 

Isolated and no longer unadulterated. 

Xavier closed his eyes again. 


(Completed June 17, 1999© !999JeJoVi) 


BEFORE, DURING AM) AFTER 

(That last day in three parts) 


1) My Day (Before) 

I wonder if they 
will try to call 
me Koresh, Or A loon 
who loved the Beatles 
who lives like I. 
Cleanse, 

Pillage, 

End-times, 

Get high. 

God, I am sure they 
would. You® Will? 


2) Internet X (During) 

Madman X has his revenge. 
We pul him above God. 
We bowed to his power. 
We made web pages. 

We had cute e-mail names. 
We gave power to the beast. 
He cut us off today. 


3) That Day ( After) 

Mephistopheles walks among us, 
1 1 is power has submerged man. 
So little time, too much turmoil, 

Now let us smash the defilers' alter. 
Instead of Christ has come to save. 
Those people follow him to Inferno. 


(Completed September 27, 1999 0 1999 JeJoVi) 
o< 


DANZIG THE MAN 

(The death of a son) 


In fields of flowers and lilies. 

You catch butterflies and fill 
Our heaven-side hovel with them. 

Pouncing from side to side. 

Eating (he best of the angels' manna. 

You are waiting for us with herbs: 

D 

You were found near a Los Angeles Dumpster 
Covered in blood, dying and crying out to me. 

I denied the gods your vitality. 

Carrying you home in my pocket to give you life. 

2 ) 

You lived as a familiar, smarter then your comrades 
Holding the spirit of an ancient knowledge. 

Quite the fixture but full of eternal grace. 

Seven years of joy bound within my sorrow. 

3) 

You were buried in the soil of the swamps 
Alongside your trinkets in peace unknown to all. 
You returned to our maker much superior 
Carrying you home in my arms to give you rest. 


(Completed September 29, 1999© !999JcJoVi) 


Xavier's End 

(Or What Might Soon Follow) 

It was there Xavier learned he was so truly disliked: 

Great false angels wailing for his seizure. 

Removal from life materials kept in cryptic desire. 

Kindred and familiars secretly wishing for his destruction 

Xavier turns to his protective creator under a costal sky of grey; 

Refuge and love abound, he accepts there is only one to be devoted 

Xavier turns to follow the cherub to his Ford Festiva motorhomc 


(Completed August 03. 2000 © 2000 JeJoVi) 


Gigantic Parish Of Collegians 
(Distance 2000 / Ditty For Plum) 


The distance between us only strengthens our love. 

Bound within a world of desires and old sorrow's. 

We will bring each other happiness and years. 

My love eternal, where you wander I will follow. 

Among your dreams I will whisper my love always. 

Into your being, wait for me - 1 AM coming back. 

The crazed desert air and heat tears my soul as 1 travel. 
Insane sidekick, Nevada state dust fills my lungs laden, 
1 shall arrive and claim you, my mad lost love. 


(Completed September 12, 2000 © 2000 JeJoVi) 


Last Week With An Angel 

(For Xavier's Lost Soulmate) 

Xavier dropped to his knees in defeat; 

Where was his eternal love and why did she choose this path? 
Loading the very auto that joined them with fragments of their life; 
Snapshots, cassette tapes, green blankies, a stash-box and the Bible. 
Desperation fills his soul, cut in two by fiery Luciferian spirits. 

This woman, his mate from God, whom he never explained his love 
This angel, his friend from Heaven, whom he never comforted twice. 
This wife, though not on scrolls, whom took his words and left him. 
This shell, the man she loved, who must carry on with her within alone. 

Endless days of pride-filled control, the grips of Samael tore his mind. 
Know ledge and pow er of God to be used against his soulmate friend 
Complete and utter devotion but the inability' to act on it for his true love. 
A future lifetime of sorrow, loneliness and separation from man. 

Xavier screams at the moon of Venice Beach; 

"Why, O Gabriel, has she left me? Why has she departed from my arms? 
The God of our people brought her to me, why could 1 not keep my vow? 
What is it I AM supposed to do, alone and dying like the unicorn within 9 " 
Being answered, "You never chose to be chosen, you chose to be without." 

Picking up the pieces of tearstained remnants of the past inside, 
Xavier moves his huntress deep within his heart and mind of being. 
Carrying her sweetness and love inside him until the time appointed 
"If not now to show I have learned then in the third earth age together." 


(Completed October 28, 2000 © 2000 JeJoVi) 


God Of New Mexico II - The Offering 

Within a bone-dry creek bed of 
Shadows we bathe in the supple 
Moonlight. 

Becoming as one, we allow 
Closeness not often achieved by 
Others. 

I whisper "I’ve always loved you" amongst 
The razor-sharp New Mexico night breeze 
Air. 

We realize our future inside 
T his passion play of nature and 
Saliva. 

We take our vows days later 


(Completed October 31, 2000 C 2000 JeJoVi) 
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Constant Troyon s 4x6-foot "View at La-Fert6-Saint-Aubin. near Orleans" portrays an ideal vision of country life with none of its hardship. 
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